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Erin Saito

The Dream Scheme
A dream is like a cocktail made by a drunk bartender, one who does
away with careful measurements and arbitrarily throws in random
ingredients without a second thought. A dream is one part reality, two
parts fantasy, and a sprinkle of whatever you ate before you went to
bed, sloshing around in your subconscious in a jumble of past, present
and future. It pours into your senses as it drowns you in a sea of confusion and false hope. It contains reality: improbable, yet not impossible situations, ones that are wrapped with the tiniest sliver of truth
in order to make it seem plausible, whether it is a location, a familiar
face, or an event. The fantasy is ridiculous; it’s the part that makes you
question Freud’s sanity when he said the dream is a revelation of deep,
innermost thoughts. And as the two parts mix, perhaps more of one
than the other, the dream is formed.
One Part Reality
I dream of tearful reunions with forgotten friends; people that have
been separated from me by space, time or inactivity. The locations are
always a strange hybrid of everything I’ve seen, pieces of places cut up
like pictures of a magazine and pasted together by a five year old who
is just learning how to use the glue stick without eating it. Everything
is jumbled, barely holding together in a linear or logical sense of time
and space. Faces are always blurred and disfigured, but I innately sense

who it is for the simple and unexplainable reason that it feels like
them, as if my memories have captured not appearances, but rather
the essence of a person. As if they were characters of a book whose
faces I’ve only pictured in my mind, yet I know their personalities and
quirks like I would for someone I’ve known my whole life.
Residual pieces of guilt and shame always work their way into my
dreams, as if the conscience and subconscious are working together to
make me do the right thing without me even realizing it.
In the dream, friends from the past always embrace me with joy and
acceptance, but when they eventually bring up the question Well, why
haven’t you called? I stand in silence, searching for an excuse that is
both believable and inoffensive.
This is where I wake up. Maybe it’s the subconscious equivalent to a
gag reflex, pulling me out of a potentially dangerous situation before
I choke myself to death with contrived words and empty promises.
But that reflex, that innate desire to hide from the awkward situations,
the uncomfortable silences and the accusatory questions, has always
reeled me in before I can make amends, whether I’m conscious or not.
The dream brings to the surface the doubts and remorse that the
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waking conscious battles against, trying to hide it behind a veil of
excuses and denial. Sometimes it has to be clever; sometimes it has
to go by unconventional methods.
Methods that usually involve aliens.
Two Parts Fantasy
My mind whips up a mixture of every scene from every horror movie
or creepy Sci-Fi show, mashing them together into the surreal distortion of reality. My senses take me on a joyride through sleep, off into
parallel universes where there are battles with aliens in bulletproof
armor at a waterpark and swordfights with children’s television show
characters. I’m always running in these dreams, always trying to run
away and find that one safe spot to hide where no one will find me.
Perhaps it’s in a dirty clothes hamper or in a cupboard full of pots
and pans, but it never remains safe for long because the monsters
check everywhere, and the last place you want to be when they come
is jammed up in a small space, unable to escape. So I keep running,
unable to face those aliens or dinosaurs. I flee down the street of the
nondescript town that could be anywhere, through the hallways of
a house I may have been to once, up the stairs in a mansion, as the
aliens bent on world conquest brandish laser guns and Barney attempts to instill the principles of sharing and caring by chasing me
with a butcher knife.
And I’m always barefoot.

Being barefoot is my equivalent of the dream where you have to make
a speech in front of the class, but you’re in your underwear. It makes
you weak; it makes you uncomfortable and self-conscious. It makes
you unable to land that roundhouse kick in Barney’s padded dinosaur
costume, it keeps you from running across the burning pavement and
broken glass after the latest alien invasion. Every situation that would
be otherwise normal is thrown slightly off-balance and it prevents you
from functioning normally.
Yes Mr. President, it’s wonderful to meet you, and I would be honored
to assist you in this undercover mission of national importance. It’s
just that…well sir, I’ve forgotten my shoes.
And right when I’m about to be blasted into oblivion or Barney is
on the verge of slipping the knife between my ribs, I wake up. I open
my eyes and find myself back in my bed, feet unscathed and no stab
wounds in my stomach. Safe.
Combine and Mix
And amongst the slightly plausible reality and the completely insane
fantasy lies the one grain of truth: the scheme. The underlying message, the moral, the Disney movie theme. It’s the piece of you that
brings together the subconscious and the conscience and reveals a
common behavior or mechanism I use to protect myself. I am always
running and hiding, metaphorically from the uncomfortable situa-
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tions, physically from the monsters that drive
me from safety. Reality and fantasy, conscious
and subconscious, they are co-dependent and
they coexist. The only difference is that in
reality the future is changeable. The escape is
not to wake up, but to solve the problem. And
when I wake up, I won’t be restrained by the
circumstances of the dream, I will walk on the
streets that I’ve known my whole life, see the
faces of those I know and I’ll be wearing my
shoes. But this time I won’t be running.

What Henry Thought He Could Do

And maybe now I can get a good night’s sleep.

We were the only ones who didn’t like PE in our class. I don’t
know if it’s because we didn’t have the usual energy you’re
supposed to have when you’re nine years old or something
else entirely. But every time it involved running around, or
doing something that supposedly looked fun, we'd find a way
to get out of it. We'd say something that was believable enough
to where we could sit on the sidelines and watch. I think we
teamed up because we didn’t know what else to do. This was
the only time Henry and I were seen together. We’d play our
own games that involved imagination rather than hitting people
and calling them, “It.” We traveled to made-up lands and met
people that we hoped never actually exist. Fought monsters.
Ate glorious feasts. We were champions.

Henry would know when to tell me to shut up and walk away.
It was always easy to know when I had taken something too far
with this tactic. But we were kids. Taking something too far was
constantly unnoticed, unless someone was crying. Crying was
a good indicator for a lot of things. Pain. Loss. Anger. Henry
would tell me to “grow up” when I would cry. Maybe that's why
I never say anything to anyone anymore. Keep to myself. Save
it for something better. Better? Worth it. That’s what I mean.
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Then Henry tried to kiss me in the fourth grade because he wanted to know
if he could do it. He said that the older kids said he couldn’t do it, and he
wanted to prove them wrong. I said I wasn’t going to be someone to kiss
just to be someone kiss. I wanted it to be romantic. So Henry kissed Julia
instead. Because Julia liked kissing. That was the day Julia became a slut. And
that was the day Henry became a douche. It was something so simple that
changed his path forever. Make believe became less and less, but he’d still always talk to me, surprisingly. He knew that the stories we made created a life
that we could always escape into. That’s when I became Henry’s secret friend.
Because you know, that was the kind of person I was. Hidden. It wasn’t that
he’d ignore me, I just didn’t know what to do when he wouldn’t. Because I felt
like that’s what he was supposed to do. That’s what he should be seen doing.
I couldn’t be associated with him and that new life of his. I didn’t fit. I didn’t
feel comfortable even trying. I knew Henry couldn’t be associated with me,
so I didn’t let him. Somehow I made him understand that, and we made it
okay. It became something that still had some of our past left in it.
Julia remained that part of Henry’s life for years to follow. She’d brush her
hair in class and giggle at loud remarks made by boys. I don’t like her. She
leaves the hair she pulls out from her brush on my desk. Just because it’s
blonde, doesn’t mean it’s invisible. Henry liked her. But he liked her for the
obvious reasons. Julia and Henry were secret lovers. Sorry. Typo.
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